Spain and the Hutsut Song

WHEN I GOT DOWNSTAIRS, Leal was in the lobby. He in-
troduced me to a very pretty girl. She was Spanish. And
she spoke a little English. Spanish women can be very
beautiful, undoubtedly the most beautiful in Europe when
they don't get too fat, and this sefiorita was not too fat.
They favour black from head to toe, no contrast with their
sparkling hair and their dark eyes except a splotch of colour
some place, such as a scarf or a bright touch at their waist.
They smile easily and often. The Spanish are nice people.
Leal said good-bye. He was leaving me with Senorita
Montoyga.
" I will walk with you," she said.
As we stepped out of the hotel entrance, the doorman
came to a wide salute. A hearty figure in a bulging uniform,
a curious little hat cocked over his eye, red-faced and
puffing, he looked like a sergeant in Carmen. No taxi, thank
you. We walked down the street, a broad mosaic side-
walk, like Lisbon or Rio, lined with glorious trees..
Barcelona is a very large city. Well over a million
people. We walked in the old section, to the cathedral.
Magnificent stained-glass windows. Fountains in the lovely
square. Bright little shops were closing for the night now,
one by one ; a few straggling customers standing to chat,
packages in hand, before they went home. Steel shutters
going up with a clank and a groan, unfriendly things. But
the tiny cafes, gleaming with coloured tile, were full in the
easy crush of their evening business, casual and quiet as it
was. An open-air street car lumbered by, clanging its noisy
bell. Little boys hung on the back. Some kind of spicy odour
in the warm breeze, I don't know what it could have been.
Turning a corner, a gray-haired old beggar stopped us.
We gave him a small coin ; he crossed himself and shuffled
away. I looked at Senorita Montoyga, taking little steps
in trim little shoes as we walked along.
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